TEMPLE CHIMES
XIII Thou Alone art My Permanent Friend
1
0 Thou perfect Goodness, what a sad and selfish life I am living !
1   eat like a  glutton, I dress myself like a fop and live the life oi two-legged beast in the form of a man.
Why is it that Thou dost not let my mind wake up from its slumt
of illusion and ignorance ? Why is it that Thou dost  not let me once for all taste Thy boundl*
bliss of perfection ? Why is it that Thou dost not let me remain at Thy feet for ever servi
Thee and Thy children ?
2 Lord, the great number of cattle I possess, the  many houses  I ovs
and   the exquisite raiments   I put on, will   they keep me compa
when I am asked by the God of Death to take leave of this world
which I am so devoted ?
Will they accompany me always and everywhere ? Can they be called my permanent friends ? Refuge   under the shadow of Thy feet alone is my true source
happiness. Thou alone art my permanent Friend.
300 Thou my King, instead of listening to Thy living word of creative
